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Dear Emil Fans and fellow travelers.... 

Do you know where Emil is? 

Have any of you seen or talked to him for the past month? 

As we haven't. 

Emil seems to have dropped off the edge of the world without a 
single telex pleading for addition monies or even a rouge hotel bill 
or two that would show if he is still alive... 

We are concerned and somewhat worried, mostly due to the 
large outstanding and Mr. Charlies, WWWG’s Crack Accounting 
genius, claims that this is yet another scam in attempted to skip 
town with a long balance sheet of past due notes. 

If anyone has been in contact with him, please contact me or Mr. 
Charles with this Intel...You will not be ratting him out! 

We might even consider, a finder’s reward...think about it! 

In order to help WWWG recoup a little of Emil’s over-pays on 
advances or excesses to his assignment budget — which are now 
represent a rather sizeable amount, we are releasing part of 
Emil’s early catalog...These due have interest as you can see an 
interesting progress to where Emil is at (wherever that might be) 
and show an occasion glimpse of the genius of the current 
Emil...Emil 4.0... 

Seine Lagone 


To all those who are not familiar with Emil or the large collection 
of books we have published of his collected art here at WWWG, 
we do encourage you to trek over to Amazon and browse through 
the almost 30 volumes posted there. 

Due to tragic low sales and our serious need to start recouping 
our vast and equally tragic losses, we have reasonable priced 
each edition to move quickly...as the famous, old retail hack, Mr. 
Ross Smith-Smilly once told me, “You can’t eat inventory...even if 
it is digital...” and this is no more true than here with the Emil 
Collection, not so much that it is not good but, that Emil is so 
widely unknown except to a small core of die-heart fans in Tokyo 
and now a growing readership in London (and it is only through 
their continued purchases that keep us a float here at WWWG). 
Take a chance, stop by to kick the tires and see if Emil is to your 
taste too...you might be surprised and just maybe, we can add 
you to that small fan base. If not, NO refunds! 

With purchase of the whole collection, WWWG is looking into 
adding a bonus of Korean steak knifes or a rather stylish, Chinese- 
made (pre-tariff version) waterpic as a bonus...keep in touch for 
more details of this potential promotion.... 

As Emil has disappeared, this might well be the time to invest in 
what will someday be a collector’s edition. 
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NIRVANA REVISITED...BUT DENIED ENTRY! 

“If only we had found Nirvana” but she was right in warning us 
that we were late to the season and to this spot of the world. She 
then looked me in my blood stained and spattered eyes, without 
a lisp or a stutter, she asked my point blankly “If you were a 
tree...what kind of tree would you be?” 

| know! It was truly, a very long, tiring night here in the Shubuta 
Prefect and, yes! | understand how | had railed and waxed on 
(just) yesterday afternoon, all about this lost generation and how 
sad it was to see a whole generation cast out into society’s 
dustbin...and yet, here | am...waking up on this damp, dirty door 
step...next to one of the more ragged versions of this lost 
generation and she seems to be jabbering away...talking in some 
hipster code (or was this what Barbara Walters really looks like 
after a hard night on the town?) about trees...what would | be? 
Uhh? 

Turning away from her hipster coded challenge, after | betray my 
uncoolness and all | could muster was just to stare back at her 
with a painfully, absurd expression of utter confusion...really, | 
was at a total loss of words, in fact, | was lost for very thought at 
the moment she jabbed me in the ribs...seems that | was being 


rather hard to wake up and | was blocking the doorway to her 
little shop...here...somewhere in what looked to be Shubuta...at 
least, it was as | vaguely remembered it from last night. 

Slowly gaining my feet, with the help of the nearby wall to stead 
my rise, | made sure that | had not lost my wallet. 

Wallets are among the first thing to disappear when you fall 
asleep on some stranger’s door step... 

Trust me! 

| have researched this on numerous...seemingly, countless times 
in my journeys. 

The wallet was still firmly in my front pocket... (Traveler’s Tip 101: 
Always carry your wallet and other valuables in your front pockets 
as they are much less likely to get pick-pocketed. 

Leaned this important life lesson from a master pickpocket that 
befriended me as a youth in the burley sidewalks of South 
London...another story for another time) Pulling it out, it seemed 
light...it felt, empty! 

| gasped and quickly flung it open...it was in fact, empty... 

Have you ever been startled awake by a jabber, hipster who had 
suck punched you in the ribs...only to discover that you were left 
with an empty wallet? 


If so, you can sense my feelings at this very confusing moment, 
you have been there and have felt that utter sense of dreed that 
overtakes, overrides all of your other senses and you too, have 
been touched by that chilly wave of panic as it crests the top of 
your aching head and maybe, it was the vertigo that held you in 
place. 

Then, you alone, you will truly have previously lived a moment 
similar enough to cause you a finch of pain and so, please forgive 
me in how much has been withheld - all that might have been 
indiscreetly added to paint the picture for those non-initiated — 
and, who now complain that | failed to report here. 

Empty wallet? 

Damn! 

Wait! It was coming back to me now, 

“It was empty last night too!” 

Pieces flash, blink and fall to the sidewalk in the form of a massive 
mosaic, jigsaw puzzle without a central core to guide you... 

With thoughts and eyes clearing, | notice the strong smell of stale 
sake that covered me and for a brief moment, | recalled my 
granddad and how his Old Spice Cologne... 

Weird how such random thoughts strike you? 

“| wasn’t robbed!” 


Well not in a traditional sense...see, crime rates in Tokyo are 
amongst the lowest in the world for random street crime...Now, 
there is a lot of organized crime...well, not really any more than 
you see in New York or Chicago...like there, like here...it was the 
cost of business and cutting through the red tape and greedy 
bureaucrats (without stretched fingers grasping at your 
wallet)...Here it is efficient, done with an eye to ritual and there is 
a true sense of pageantry to its impartations. 

What | mean by “not in the traditional sense” was that | paid a 
greatly inflated price for cheap sake, as | was a drunk foreign devil 
without (Il am sure at that moment) redeeming grace or the merit 
of friendship or kinship to any of my drinking partners, last night. 
“If only we had found Nirvana but, we were too late in this season 
of the world.” 

Staggering with a slight sway to my cadence that gave me the 
ridiculous impression of a hungover, road-worn penguin...it was 
painful to gather the courage to glance up at my image, reflecting 
off the heavy plate glass windows of the passing storefronts. 
Nothing was making sense as my mind had yet, started to 
reassemble the tiny pieces of the jigsaw puzzle...mostly due to the 
residual pain of being woke up on the doorsteps of some shop- 
house and being rather rudely awaken, at that. 


Furthermore, | am lazy and not being one to dwell in the past, | 
was more concerned about getting back to the (hopeful) safety of 
my cheap hotel with no coinage to hail a taxi or take the subway. 
“Wonder? What are the laws here about pan-handling?” 

| asked a passing hipster, who seemed to have, also, a long 
eventful night here in Shubuta. 

“Excuse me?” 

This hipster, of this lost generation, addressed my in the polite, 
daytime, company man voice. 

| repeated my question and again, he was puzzled by my 
verbiage... 

“Damn!” 

It then dawned upon me that language might travel and be 
learned but, the meaning(s) don’t necessary make the same 
passage...he didn’t understand the word “pan-handling.” 

After an awkward pause of blank stares, | tried to pantomime the 
word’s meaning and at this very moment, | realized that whatever 
| was doing was going terribly, it was going sideways! 

| could see that his face had turned ashy gray, his hands were 
trembling and he was gasping for breath. 

He thought, | was trying to rob him...here in the safest city in the 
world, near his company’s tombstone business tower... 
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He had come face-to-face with sheer evil...from a guy dressed like 
a well-worn Tuxedo Max...| thought he was going to faint. 

| reassured him...that, | was only seeking cab fare back to the 
safety of my hotel... 

“Please, do not call the police!” 

| further invested in explaining myself, my rugged appearances 
and as my sad story was absurd as was my appearance, he smiled, 
opened his wallet and gave me cab fare back to my hotel...| was 
homeward bound to my cold water, walk up...my rat’s nest of a 
hotel in the cheaper part of the city...and he was off to change 
into his business suit, uniform of a company man and to start, yet, 
another day of death sitting in a numberless cubical, in a 
nameless room while dreaming his escape at 6 PM...back out to 
the wild streets of his real life fantasies, here in the district. 

Most of the cab ride was lost on me as my mind drifted to rethink 
that bad image | had painted of this young generation of 
Japanese... 

Maybe, it is us who are lost? 

Maybe, they found a solution, a bridging gap, a less radical way to 
balance living in this modern world? 

Like my Navaho Friends use to say “Our dreams are reality and 
your reality is our dreams.” 


Maybe, this generation of young Japanese are not truly lost but, 
have discovered a peace of mind in what the Navaho had been 
taught as a key to life. 

By replacement, mixing and matching realty and the dream 
world, they have achieved their version of Nirvana. 

And, yes...we were too late in the season to see it. 

| made a note to remember this for the book. 

The cabbie pulled over and rousted me out of the cab and drove 
off in a rush, as this was not a suitable neighbor to go seeking a 
new fair. 
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THE POWER OF LIGHTING...PUTTING A FORK IN THE SOCKET 
Lightning can strike without a pause, no warning, without the 
common decency to say “Hi There” before your day is ruined and 
life again, becomes more complicated that you would have ever 
to dare and finally, even the flowers, stood silent, they were mute 
and indifferent to your plight...your fight with Old Lady, Nature 
herself. All-n-all, it was the wisest of options that were offered up 
at the moment and in retrospect, the option you might have 
selected too. 

What does this have to do with the book? Nothing! It was a 
marauding, rally point that my thoughts retreated to on the 
rather uncomfortable and slow commuter plane that those swine 
accountants (Hey Chucky!) that Seine hopelessly, surrounds 
himself with in Singapore that booked this DC3 (1950’s non-jet 
airplane) from Seoul to Tokyo for this quick day tour and photo 
shot. 

Hopefully, things will cheer up as | will have a day or so on this 
unholy (under budgeted) pilgrimage to partake in some of Tokyo’s 
non-touristy, discover new haunts and just wander down random 
streets, vacant alleys...out there with all the common 
folks...mostly because the budget is so low that | doubt that | will 
have proper funds to use the subway... 


With hope, this will limit my exposure to the legions of 
pretentious, spoiled twenty-some-years old, Japanese Office 
Workers pretending to be teenage rebels, flashing back to 
memories that are really less from actual memories but, more 
from the fungaled tentacles thrusting out from their ever present 
anime comic books, seen everywhere, occupying top shelve in 
every backpack or boldly peeking out from a back pocket or over 
so hidden in jacket pockets. 

These lost youth, they inhabit vast swatches of sidewalks and 
corner real estate in Tokyo’s Business and Shopping Districts, it is 
there, on a nightly basis (matinees performances on weekends 
and selective holidays) that they populate these places — all of 
which serve as open watering holes and a public place where they 
are free to display a rather odd sense of rebellion mixed gingerly 
with the ability to socially interact without actually having 
communicating to each other...had some old creepy, white guy 
explaining this to me (on the flight over, today) that it is all a very 
complicated two-step dance of rebellion and mating...all at the 
same time...mixing and matching...although, tame by American 
Standards — where the final step in American version, it would 
many times results in some serious “scratch-n-matching” down at 
the Free Clinic at the end of a long evening (thank God, I’m not a 
teenager these days) ... 


He continued on but, my mind drifted and keep rallying back to my 
thoughts of silent flowers, lightning and that old Fleetwood Mac 
song...” Thunder only happens when it is raining...” supplied a 
suitable soundtrack. 

The positive note that | took away from this unrequested 
conversation was a sense of reassurance(s) that | might not need to 
witness this, at least...not in person, this nightly ritual, since all the 
main fields of action, pandemonium and a spirited festival - picture 
it as an avant-garde, rendition of Rio’s Carnival...a powerful 
maelstrom...but, produced, directed and starred the Nation’s young 
graduates, tens-of-thousands of 20-30 years-old company workers 
pretending to be but, innocent teenagers; since most of these 
locations were too costly to visit on my rather limited 
budget...Much too high above my pay grade, brother! 

Much too much for my Richard Simmons’s “Sweating to the Oldies” 
sweated down budget... 

Impossible to afford it! 

Can’t go...So, should be (for the most part) safe! 

In retrospect, all of these 20-some-year olds, sad! 

They might have turned out less twisted if they would have had 
porn on their internet instead of anime like here in America...just 
saying... 


Instead of dressing up as a slutty Minnie Mouse seeking a Mickey, 
you could be watching them on CNN or YouTube...pod broadcasting 
live from their very own hanging (Editor Warning: Never attempt 
this on your own), over there...there they are...over there...out 
behind the gym or there they are...hanging from the door of their 
sturdy, school locker — all due to having their feelings hurt by the 
other popular kids or body shaming or they could be taking the AR- 
15 they got as a X-Mas gift and heading directly down to their old 
high school and go about settling grudges in a time honored and 
old fashion, true American West tradition...nothing like riding into 
town and getting all Gary Cooper or Billy Jack on the facility and 
teaching all those no-good, snotty school students who the new 
sheriff is...high drama, at high noon, on CNN... 

Instead, here in Tokyo, you have a generation of this nation’s 
future...all of these lonely, 20-some-years office workers, they are 
spending a very large part of their best years amassing down here 
in the business district...assembling almost nightly, gathering here 
by the tens-of-thousands...all seemingly, lost souls, hanging out 
here, each with their own story, a anime driven version narrative of 
who they are pretending to be to forget that their real lives are 
stranded, on hold or totally reduced to being a corporate man till 
they retire. 


Lost out here, if you look closely, in each of these urban, human 
Serengetis that are in and about Tokyo, you will see that these 
scant evenings, the limited moments of fantasy role playing are as 
free as many of these youngsters will ever be and it is truly 
heartbreaking when you realize that you are seeing the dreams of 
an entire generation being set aside, filed and cataloged into the 
giant corporate tombstones that surround these places... 

For a few hours, nightly, you will see, all of the thousands of 
differed, forsaken and abandoned dreams of an independent, free 
future renewed, showcased and celebrated in total abandon as the 
night grows late and in the morning, you will see them march into 
those corporate, tombstone towers and each will pray that they 
can make it, yet, another day, here at altar of gaining and keeping 
that company job — regardless of its true value to your soul. 

As you stand in line, trying to gain access to any of these bastions 
of the absurd, you will witness to what lengths, how far one will go 
to cast out the wrenched and impersonalness of their daily life. 

| you go out seeking any of these human, watering holes...do 
yourself a favor and take a simple stroll down through each of 
these gaunt, wide sidewalks and step up and over the worn curbs, 
pass by the mass of young humanity crying out for attention... 


to be taken, to be seen as an individual instead of a corporate 
man...it is here in these concrete passage ways, you will often see 
what that creepy, old white guy, what he keep waxing on about 
with fine attention to even the smallest detail...you will see, what 
he calls the Tokyo Mating Grounds - here in the central districts of 
Tokyo...hidden here in these trendy, business and Shopping districts 
— all with easy parking and mostly located, conveniently near their 
awaiting work offices, cubicles or subway cues. 

Getting from the airport into the city is rather pleasant these days 
and economical to say the least. 

| was here at the start of the 1990’s Decade, when Tokyo was still 
considered to be the financial capital of Asia, even though there 
were already cracks in the investment foundations if you had the 
nerve to look closely...most of us didn’t... 

We saw the warning signs but, we kicked the can of truth further 
down the road, hoping that we would have made our fortune 
before the disaster struck...we whistled as we walked by the grave 
yard of corporative profit reports and we never dared to question 
the bedrock of the Japanese Miracle was really based upon a small 
group of Japanese land owners (in downtown Tokyo) telling us that 
their real estate was REALLY worth ten billion dollars per acre...it 
was just accepted...Wink...Wink...Say no more! 


“As long as | get my cut, bubba!” 

Back in those days, Tokyo was one of or by far, the most expensive 
city in the world to live...Even on a corporate, expense account...it 
was daunting and expensive. A shuttle bus from the airport into 
down...a shuttle bus not a limo...was $150 US Dollars, each way... 
Understand! 

But, the alternative was to walk into town...and in those days, the 
airport was still out in the countryside. The first night, we had diner 
out on the town...not a fancy or touristy place...no house show 
almost a Mom & Pop diner with a simple meal of rice and fish still 
set us back $100 per person...and we had to ask multiple times for 
a glass of water...even at those prices. 

We backpacked food in from the local market after that because, 
we blew our budget and maxed out the corporate credit card that 
IBC gave us. This was frowned upon greatly by the hotel 
management who was less concern by the food but, did express 
deep concern as to our financial stability and if we might be 
planning to stiff them by leaving in the middle of the night... 

Our company, a major player in telecommunications and TV 
Industry had to send a telex to the senior manager to vouch for our 
honour and IBC’s willingness to settle any account (within reason) 
that we might have. 
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The senior manager seemed OK with that but, still keep extra 
porters and lobby staff on night duty, just in case. Little did he 
understand that the best time to dead beat it out of a bill is 
actually, mid-morning with all the confusion of the coming and 
goings...| felt rather bad, that they guys were being forced to do 
double shifts to keep us from fleeing the country but, what could | 
do... 

Anyway, we arrived at Tokyo but not at the normal gates, we were 
parked way out on the tarmac away from the main terminal...thank 
goodness, they did have some ancient city bus refitted to haul 
cheap travelers to the side door of the main terminal. 

They unloaded us with the other assortment of cargo, chickens and 
| swear, | heard a goat protesting from the open cargo hold as we 
walked to the sputtering and blue, smoke haze belching from the 
old city bus’s exhaust. Packed like sardines or third-class freight, the 
rest of the ride into the terminal was uneventful and without 
incident. 

Looking about, at my fellow travel companions — a term | use very 
loosely, at best... There is no way in this world, little-a-lone, the 
next; that | would claim friendship little alone any kinship to this 
gallery of rouges, soldiers-of-fortune...that creepy, old white guy 
still talking up his great love of Japanese Youth... 


and, a cast of characters seemingly, directly, out of some old French 
movie about the new deportees for the French Foreign Legion... 
Now, you know why this was the cheapest flight that dear old 
Chucky and his hysterical gang of bean counters could find for me. 
It was almost a certainty, that standing in the same immigration 
line as this motley group of perverts, mercenaries and prison 
escapees; | was certain that we would be put back on the same 
plane and told to go back to whatever “shithole” rock that we had 
crawled out from under... 

(EDITOR NOTE: While we disagree with Emil’s usage of the verbiage 
in the above line and would have normally been required by 
Singaporean Decency and Publishing Laws, we would have to either 
cut or request that Emil rephrase the comment to be less offensive. 
Emil argued successfully with the Censorship Board that it is now 
common usage, slang ever since President Trump utilized the same 
terminology with a similar statement from his tweeter account...) 
Much to my surprise, we made it through immigration without 
much effort although, when they asked and | told them, where | 
would be staying...it raised a glance and a slight chuckle from the 
Immigration Officer. 

Having never stayed at this hotel (booked by Chucky), this response 
was concerning to say the least. 
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To add even greater concern...that creepy, old white guy overhead 
the conversation and came up to me...slapped me on the back and 
asked if we could share a cab as he was staying in the same 
place...he furthered the conversation as we should get together for 
a night on the town or did he say prowl? ...it was all lost on me as | 
told him that | was taking the train and excused myself to have a 
conversation with this random, passing stranger who was 
somewhat taken back as | started walking along with him, waving 
back to that old, creepy white guy and yelling that this was my 
friend from Seoul and | was going to his place instead... 

“No more room in his car...Sorry! See ya...later...” 
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LAST TIME THEY ASKED ME TO LEAVE... 

The last moments are always the best and are always are the ones 
that get most interrupted and go astray at just the worst possible 
moment(s). 

In the end, nothing ever is left tidy or ends in the way that we had 
envisioned that it would...never seems to get messy and the best 
lines are always recalled or invented along after the actual event(s). 
You know...? 

Been there? 

Done that? 

| know that | am preaching to the choir but, it seemed to be a good 
place to start this tale of my gentle, courteous exile from my last 
domain, from my cold water, walk up flat there in Seoul (South 
Korea). 

It was not expected but, in retrospect, it should have been at the 
top of my radar as Korean People tend to be nice, polite and cordial 
to a fault and | am (best the best judgement of people who have 
known me best...a rude dog who without blinking or even a slight 
stutter, call you out for your stupidness. 

And, here in Seoul, | admit that | crossed the border, glided across 
that verbal Rubicon when, | had to nerve... 


Some would say the foolishness to raise that question on The Jolly 
Little Guy’s (seems that the Foreign Ministry took offence to a 
foreigner so boldly saying that and in print it seemed to be too 
much for the new, PC Government to bare even though, the use of 
the term is often heard in casual street conversations, all 
throughout the city of Seoul... 

Seems! 

As it was explained to me, several times on my ride out to Inchon 
International Airport, it is one thing for fellow Koreans to call the 
Honorable Gentleman from the North by that name but, not for me 
or, for that matter, any foreign devil to utter...) rumoured dive in his 
cage match, nuclear war to the death...the mano-o-mano with the 
undefeated, world champion...the USA’s own, The Donald. 

Sitting here in the security section of the transit lounge, in 
retrospect, based solely upon the overreaction, over the last ten 
hours, it baffled even me. 

Yes, indeed, in blog and random post, | did ask if it really was, the 
simple result of The Donald being a better poker player that you 
know who and | might have not wrote of my fears that it was not 
actually true. 


Not true? 

The Jolly Little Guy (sorry Korea!) seems to have done a Floyd 
Patterson (Patterson/Cassis Clay fight that made the former 
Olympic...darling... made him the uncontested heavyweight 
champion of the world when Floyd dropped to the canvas from a 
Clay punch that no one saw...even in slow motion replay...) and 
took, clearly, a dive and dropped to the canvas leaving The Donald 
as the new age, political heavyweight champion of the world. 
What | expressed was that | feared that a deal had been cut by 
Jolly’s sister, there at the Olympics, to force The Donald to do as 
every past administration since Jimmy Carter did, you pay these 
guys a couple hundred million USA big ones to step down and 
behave for, at least, a while...usually until the next USA 
Administration. 

| am not saying that | have evidence either way or that | really 
care...especially with the fact that | am being run out of (yet) 
another country. 

| was just being me and who would have ever figured that the new 
Korean Government was that PC Sensitive or, more so, that they 
monitored social media that close. 


As Seine and the boys down at WWWG Productions would agree, 
who reads my stuff other than a small core of loyalist in Tokyo and 
that one really weird dude in London? 

It is downright scary to think that social correctness has reached 
such an extreme, Orwellian level and if they were shutting bottom 
feeders (Good old Chucky from WWWG verbiage...Thank ya, 
Chucky!) like me...l can only shutter at what is happening to those 
with actual readership or following. 

Then again, | am an easy target...who is going to protest my 
expulsion...Green Peace? 

You get it! 

Take me out, without any protest or conclusions but, then serve me 
up to more important people as the poster boy of what could 
happen to them...people who had a lot to lose. 

Brilliant! 

Very American approach to getting around those little, pesky, 
troubling issues like “Freedom of Speech.” 

The old joke about the Soviet Union (Russia before the giant land 
reduction surgery in the late 1980’s) was that the Soviet People had 
freedom of speech but, the Soviet Government had the equal right 
to shoot you. 


Which was very true of the times, ask anyone who survived the 
Inner Circles of the Siberian Gulags... 

WAIT! 

There weren’t many...were there? 

In American, the same situation was resolved in a far worse 
application, in that, we had the freedom of speech but, the 
corporations (who Governor Mit so powerfully reminded us in 
2012, so clearly stated, corporations are people too), the rich and 
the trial lawyers of America, they had the right to sue you. 

Sued or shot, which is worse? 

| think, I’d rather be shot as there is always the chance that they 
might miss, their gun jam or that | might, be able to survive the 
bullet. 

Sueing me, on the other hand, would leave me a financial 
sharecropper or worse (these days), a field slave to my mighty 
powerful master...the banks or corporations... 

Leaving me in the state of lifelong indenturement...no escape other 
than death — as these same players, paid our local/federal officials, 
the same ones that they had spent vast sums of corporate wealth 
to elect... 


paid to elect them all, the corporations, banks, credit card 
companies and the world’s largest coalition of collection agencies 
and payday loan storefronts, they forced changes to the bankruptcy 
laws (which had been, in large part, enacted to prevent a repeat of 
the Great Dust Bowl of the 1930s — where the banks single-handily 
created one of history’s greatest ecological crisis and spurred the 
greatest migrations of Midwestern Farmers to California by 
foreclosing on all the farmers and then abandoned all the farms 
for a tax loss reduction scheme) of the land...it prevents you from 
every escaping debt...sometimes, even after death! 

Given the two choices, | would go along with getting shot but, not 
for such a trivia matter as a rude name insult...or, for asking a 
stupid question in some nameless blog... 

What does the future hold? 

It is, at present, unknown! 

| have been told that the American were even more upset in that | 
implied, at least what they misread it to be, and that | was saying 
that the Emperor had no clothes... 

So mad they seemed to be, that when | called them from the 
airport...| called to see if they could assist me...as soon as | told 
them my name, they hung up! 


No, Shit! 

They hung up without so much as an “I’m sorry!” and when | called 
back to the same number, with the intent to play it cool... “Like we 
were just cut off...” 

When | called back...the number responded with “The number that 
you were calling has been changed or seems to no longer be in 
service.” 

Come on Donald! 

lama fan! 

| was many times a supporter! 

At least, | was always willing to hear you out...at least! 

| was willing to give you the benefit of doubt no matter how badly 
you handled things! 

Now, one slightly, one misguided comment and your people cut me 
loose without taking a breath...just like that? 

How rude!! 

To make matters worse, seems that the people in the north have a 
mean streak to them...The Jolly Little Guy had his half-brother 
killed, he tied his uncle to a cannon for falling asleep at a 
meeting...like the dude was 87-years-old! 

Tied him to a cannon and then fired it... 

Like, dude! 


87-year-old men do that a lot...trust me as | know a thing or two 
about that age frame. 

So, when, the polite and nice, Southern Koreans warned that | 
should stay clear of any vacation offers, free tours or press junkets 
to beautiful, winter wonderland of North Korea...at least for the 
next generation or so...that is a warning that | do not take lightly! 
Where | go next, | am told depends on where | can get a ticket to 
and | was reminded that they would not stamp my hand - so | 
could get back in for free... 

As Jimmy Buffett once said “Hiddyhoo fellows!” 

| could use a good, stiff boat drink but, the nearest bar is outside of 
this holding area and all they are serving is potable water...filtered? 
Who knows! 

Any telex from WWWG yet? 


WELCOME TO THE JOB SEEKING APOCALYPSE 
WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! 


DATELINE: Phoenix, AZ. The US Department of Labor has issued a 
job seeking apocalypse for the following counties of Arizona: 
Maricopa, Pinal and Pima. Job seekers are advised to exercise 
extreme caution before joining any long line of job seekers and/or 
other large gatherings of job seekers (such as large job fairs) as 
there is no chance of employment there. 

If you find yourself any the proximity of large gatherings of job 
seekers slowly retrace your steps away from the crowd and as a 
public service advisory, do not attempt to run away as the job 
seeking horde may sense that you are running towards a job 
opening and you could be overtake. 

WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! 


For weeks we have warned you and pleaded with you to take 
employment action while you could and secure a good job and a 
living wage. 

For weeks we sounded the warning bell about the ocean of newly 
laid off seasonal workers that were about to wash up over your 
dreams of going to work in the New Year. 
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As our warnings went unheeded and you are now at ground zero of 
the 2015 Job Seeking Apocalypse, we are offering to any job 
seeking survivor the tools that they need to not only survive but to 
prosper in this dead zone of employment. 

Read and re-read our previous daily job books for the past weeks as 
they contain valuable tips, suggestions and techniques that will 
allow you to beat back the descending horde of angry job seekers. 
Go to our website and grab a safety net or two of advice and (who 
knows) you may weather through this Apocalypse none the worse 
for wear or you might even rise to the top with a winner job. 

FOR JOB Sanctuary: (website now closed) 


DATERLINE PHOENIX: Day one of the Job Seeking Apocalypse. 

Like a massive wave, the 100,000 (plus) newly unemployed job 
seekers hit the city early on Monday Morning and by mid-morning 
there were massive lines in front of every employer that was cherry 
picking the best of the best for the few jobs that they were 

offering. 

At several locations, the crowds grew loud and unruly to the point 
that the Governor-Elect flirted with the call to deploy the National 
Guard to restore peace and order. 


By lunchtime, it seemed that the city had weathered the brunt of 
the crisis with many of the half-hearted job seekers falling by the 
wayside. 
By early evening, the local media was awash with countless (first 
hand) tales of employment and job carnage. 
Reports of minimum wage offerings flooded the airways. 
Up and down the wide boulevards of the city, you could easily trace 
the sheer magnitude of the pillaging of the main streets and 
employers by the army of unemployed job seekers. 
Shredded and torn killer resumes were scattered all about as some 
cruel joke that they could have saved the unprepared job seeker. 
“This just in...new lines of several thousand angry job seekers are 
forming over at the east valley Kmart and according to the local 
police; it is a scary situation...” 

WARNING! YOUR JOB FUTURE HANGS IN THE BALANCE 
RULES FOR THE JOB SEEKING APOCALYPSE: 
Let’s start with the reality of the job seeking market you are about 
to be entering. 
There is a tidal wave of 100,000 seasonal workers about to wash 
over your job search and with that flood of low paying jobs 
sweeping in, you have to accept that all the normal rules are gonna 
need to change. 


So in this world of job seekers that are hunger and desperate than 
you have been in your job search, you are gonna have a hard time 
to compete with this horde of newly unemployed. 

WARNING! YOUR JOB FUTURE HANGS IN THE BALANCE 


SURVIVAL TIP #1: Just because they were previously employed 
does not mean that they understand the process and they could be 
more lost than you in how to really get a job. 

Do not follow them as they are mindless to job searching other 
than standing in long, angry lines of job seekers cannibalizing their 
chances of a living wage. 

They got their last job by being in the right place at the right time 
as they were giving away jobs. 

If you have read and taken notes from our daily job survival books 
for the past month, you know that you have the advantage(s) and 
with this knowledge you will be able to move to the head of the 
line, find safe places that are still hiring where the angry crowd of 
job seekers has not found out about or even better yet, you have 
learned the primo survival art of Local Job Search. 

What the advanced survival art of local Job Search has taught us is 
how to find jobs that are not advertised and if they are not 
advertised, then we know that there are no 300 angry, 
cannibalizing job seekers waiting to take the job away. 


It is not always easy and it is not for the weak of heart or lazy job 
seeker as it requires effort and commitment on your part. 

With this commitment, you can bypass being eaten alive and 
washed away in a sea of cannibal applicants and be in a line of one 
survivor and YOU WIN! 


SURVIVAL TIP #2: By pass industries that have lain off workers. It 
does not matter how good of a retail sales clerk you are - if the big 
box stores are laying off 30,000 workers here in the valley, then it is 
crazy to go looking for work there as these are already unsafe, hot 
zones for angry, cannibal job seekers idly waiting for the fresh meat 
of a single job opening here or there and will be swift to pounce 
upon and rip it apart. 

Even if the big boxes still run ads, it doesn’t matter! 

These are dead zones of employment... 

To survive in this job apocalypse, you must practice common sense. 
Common and survival wisdom says that if they really needed to 
hire, they would have kept more of their seasonal workers. 

Don’t you think? 

Move along quickly as there is no living wages here. 

While main stream retail jobs may be dead, the powerful skill set 
that you process still can be put into use and is in limited demand 


in scattered locations throughout the valley’s employment dead 
zones. 

Scattered in isolated pockets, there are the safe haven of your local 
grocery or convenience stores — many of them are out of the main 
stream and have yet experienced the main brunt of the job seeking 
apocalypse gripping retail’s main streets. 

For now, they are still offering breather jobs but, as the refugees 
flee the big box job massacre you will need your job survival 
training of understanding the application process and how to 
navigate it. 

We hear rumors and are still getting scattered reports from passing 
job refugees that there still are hotel and airport gift shops that are 
still offering a thin line of safety with limited hiring at almost a 
living wage (granted not in huge numbers and scattered about — 
but, this is small enough to sail under the radar of the growing 
army of cannibal job seekers) and that offer you the safety, security 
of solid work environments. 

Even the masses of cannibal job seekers and especially the job 
refugees have to eat and there is no shortage of smart business 
types that are set to meet this need. 


We have witness this first hand and are in contact with some of 
these Food-Making Warlords who are secretly amassing individual 
militias of seasoned work workers who are well versed many times 
with excellent knife skills. 

They are also taking in raw recruits who are willing to be trained 
who are serious about standing the thin red line at food front 
counters at secure locations scattered about in safe pockets of the 
valley’s, job dead zones and who are willing to work for scraps of a 
living wage and a free meal. 


SURVIVAL TIP #3: Some of the first job sites that were overrun 
where most of the local warehouses with (a new broadcast 
reported) 30,000 cannibal job seekers...many of them waving 
forklift and OSHA Certification cards as they overrun the HR Offices 
and cornered many of the dock foremen across the valley. 

A sense of panic ensued and the few places with actual jobs 
became instant blood bathes for any resemblance of a living wage. 
Hour by hour the wages dropped faster and faster to crash down to 
minimum wage, casual (day) labor offering and still the crowds of 
the angry, cannibal job seekers rushed the gate security to get at 
the few remaining jobs. 


If you haven’t secure a secure warehouse job already, you are lost 
in the wasteland of lost opportunities and we fear for your chances 
to get a good job in the coming months or until the herd of 
unemployed warehouse workers moves on. 

Only the boldest, bravest and most experienced forklift and 
warehouse warriors who are willing to work for next to nothing 
while actively willing to hack their way up through the mass of job 
seeking humanity that blocks their path to employment are going 
to survive to employment. 

The lesser souls of warehouse skills will be lost and absorbed by 
the growing mass of the cannibal job seekers. 

Those warehouse and forklift elite cadre that we have trained are 
for the most part already safe behind the massive walls of 
employment and have no need to stand in any long lines to get one 
of the few offers of minimum wage or worse, “thanks for applying.” 
This cadre of the saved listened when we taught them the secret 
code of survival and they knew what the importance of starting 
with what the employers needed and they saw how critical this 
was to rising above the sea of the angry, cannibal job applicants. 
They learned and practiced to always start their conversation with 
a introduction of themselves as an experienced forklift operator 
(regardless of when their card actually expired... 


as they knew that it didn’t matter as the first thing the employer 
would be required to do is to recertify them anyway) with 
experience on the equipment that the employer has with actual 
working experience in the same size or larger warehouse that the 
employer has, to explain about any addition safety or equipment 
training that they possessed and they knew to say 

“Oh by the way...my name is...” 

The cadre of warehouse warriors understood that for the few 
remaining warehouse openings, the word “forklift” is a gold 
phrases that offers passage up out of the angry crowd and into the 
security of employment. 

Those who will succeed will be able to showcase themselves and 
their skills correctly while the other applicants will fall by the 
wayside as they didn’t know how to do this or didn’t have the heart 
too. 

Your family’s financial survival depends upon you taking a chance in 
believing in yourself...your abilities and the acquired, all of the 
lifetime full of skills you have amassed and is driven by your true 
desire to change your fortunes... 

Act now...this guide has a limited shelf-life and this is a limited 
opportunity to take advantage of the advantages this guide 
supplies you with...Don’t think...like Nike sayz...’"Just do it!” 


AM 1 REAL OR AM I A REFLECTION? 
That seems like a strange way to start but, what else is there to do 
in the Town of the Dead, at 11 PM? 
That’s it campers! 
= ; Set back and listen to Conspiracy AM Radio and YouTube Videos — 
KU wot "1 at least, the Internet functions better and faster here at my 
\ pated e WM Fortress of Solitude in Savannakhit Laos (Pilgrim’s Kitchen) than it 


ju 


does elsewhere here in Asia. 
This is truly the place | want to ride out the coming Zombie 
Apocalypse with their homemade, tasty menu, their own roasted 

. i “s/ coffee and my soundproof room with high ceilings and Spartan, 
una a ‘Gu colonial furnishing (and you might not believe, an actual, 

Sy comfortable bed — here in South-east Asia...it’s true!) 

Rarely have you seen me make such a shameless plug for any item 
or location, have you? 
This is the rarest of exceptions in that it is true and regrettably, | am 
not getting paid like most of the freeloading Travel Blogger who 
seem to be everywhere, raking in free merchandize, 
accommodations, free travel and not to mention, more than a few 
FREE meals. 
Sound bitter? 
You bet you last peso, bubba! 
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| am just can’t bring myself to be such a self-promotional hustler 
and besides, | am terrible on camera and would never make it on 
YouTube. 

So | am stuck every time with the bill and am always stuck in that 
non-VIP line and am constantly shuffled to the back of the line with 
all those nasty, “Pay-to-Play” lectures from doormen and bouncers. 
Then add to it, my slave master employer who has further eroded 
my ability to even get on the field, little-alone,” get in the game” 
with joke wages that they elitely refer to as book advances. 

It was a fight to get Mister Chucky (WWWG’s number one 
merchant of evilness and leader of their stinky horde of 
accountants and fellow travelers) to let Seine keep this section in 
the book — seems that he was bent all out of shape by the fact, that 
someone might be making money instead of him... 

He waxed on in several expanded telex (done with company funds 
and | must say at great cost to the company’s bottom line) about... 
“It is NOT WWWG’s policy...bla-bla-bla” 

| said screw that! 

“These are nice people and they deserve a shout out and besides, 
you tell Seine that no one reads my little scribblings, anyway?” 


That ended the discussion as how could he argue with himself? 
So, my fellow campers...if you are in Savannakhit or see the 
approaching Zombie Apocalypse running amok through your 
neighborhood...jump on a plane, grab a tuk-tuk from the airport 
and beat your path down to the Pilgrim’s Kitchen... 

Hopefully, you will reach there before | had a chance to zombiefy 
this fortress by barricading all the doors and sealing the windows. 
Seriously, it is a nice place, the people are super friendly, the food 
great (all homemade, even the French fries are hand cut) and 
where else in Laos can you get Mexican Food? 

And here comes the sales close line...”all at a most reasonable cost 
of $10-16 (USA) a night...try that Hotel Six? 

Sorry! 

| hijacked my original letter and where was I? 

OH, Yes! 

Am | real or am |a reflection? 

No, | am serious. 

See, when you survive to my advanced age and you stick your head 
up and sniff the air around...you realize that nothing real and it 
becomes clear that David Wilcock might have been right all along! 
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Been here in Laos going on a full three days, waiting for my next 
mission from WWWG and according to Seine, for my many sins, 
they will continue to give them to me. 

Mostly, that’s OK with me. 

Without this gig, | would properly be just another weird homeless 
guy taking my morning bath over there in the big fountain in the 
center of Victory Square with my fellow, MIA Veterans (not in a real 
sense...just like mentally, they never came back home...) 

No! | haven’t discovered some secret POW Prison Camp here in 
Laos, although they still whisper that there were...not are...does 
this make sense? 

Everyone gave up that fight a long time ago...the camps emptied 
and the few stragglers usually ended up guarding a barstool or two 
down in the bargain pubs of Patpong District. 

A lot of them didn’t or couldn’t go home...each has a different 
reason(s) or excuses...so, that is their business not mine, they 
deserve to be left alone without me getting involved as that usually 
means that | get tapped for their bar tab. 

Best leave this as a forgotten issue like the governments did back in 
the early 1980s unless, everyone comes after me for raising a big 
stink... 


| hate when that happens because then, there is some Deep State, 
career government clown wanting to impress upon me on how 
they can make my life messier than | have already rendered it to 
be. 

Been there, done that Comrade! 

Thanks but, | will pass on that... 

Let’s change the topic, please??? 

Dang, Campers! 

“How about ‘dem damn Yankees?” 

Where were we? 

OH Yea! 

| sure hope that the new assignment isn’t another Mister Chucky 
special like the disastrous, bus trip across Asia traveling with a full 
cadre of angry auntie matchmakers and rude, gangster chickens 
singing me into the dawn (if only | spoke chickenese) or like how 
they literally dropping me down right in the middle of an active war 
zone, way behind the lines populated and roaming with hundreds 
of trigger-happy punks who romantically call themselves “Le 
Resistance!” but are just a ragtag excuse for a proper militia but, 
hey that was the hand that the Ruskies were dealt and then, | had a 
former KGB Colonel (Yuri) as a travel buddy... 

Real fun vacation! 


At least its peaceful and more importantly, | have been here a week 
and have yet had anyone (on purpose) try to kill me, at least as far 
as | know! 

On the down side, there is no hidden or lost treasure waiting for 
me to discover. No real night life in a town that rolls up it sidewalks 
and bolts their doors at a modest 9 PM. 

Not a lot to do but, take a break and get some rest. 

That’s is my personal mission and | chose to accept it, well at least, 
till the money runs out. 

Luckily, foreign coin goes a long way here. 

This is a sleepy little town as | previously said, populate with 
friendly, helpful people who do become troublesome especially 
when you want to be left alone... 

| now recall why | left the American South (USA) as soon as | came 
of semi-legal age...left without a trace, no postcards sent or even 
(not never) a forwarding address. 

Maybe it’s just me? 

Maybe, it is that | am just a jaded old fool, a right regular tinfoil 
hatter with a deep, lifelong distrust of overtly friendly people but, 
you have to understand that it is genetically wired, it is 
permanently engrained into my deepest part of my physic, truly, 


it is a major part of my personal DNA to be so as, outside of here in 
Laos, | have discovered that without a doubt, most overtly friendly 
strangers want something or are about to roll me and leave my 
near naked, bloody and missing my wallet while waking up early in 
the AM on the number seventy-three bus heading across town. 
Been there...done that, more than a few times! 

Learn from them mistakes...yes indeed, | do! 

| ain’t no Georgie “Bubba” Bush kind of guy. 

Due to this, many people find me distant, some say difficult 
because | am self-focused just like the slogan printed on that tee- 
shirt that | bought in Times Square (back in the days when you 
could freely walk down the urine stained sidewalks and where 
aging Italian hookers would be deeply and expressly verbalize their 
ready concern if | was having a good time or not...they were always 
seemed to be asking me as | walked by...back in the good old days 
before it became a Disneyland for the New Age Elite Snooties and 
tourist groups from China) that proudly proclaimed who | really 
am! 

“| don’t care what your tee-shirt says so, why would | care what you 
think?” 

It actually said it differently with less but more direct and forceful 
verbiage but, the thought remains the same... 


Most people think me somewhat odd as | am so far removed from 
being a people person especially seeing that | have spent a lifetime 
if not more (before this new gig) in meaningless, low paying social 
service jobs that without exception, always was frontline in dealing 
with the angry public, most times very face-to-face directly. 

The foreign lady at the next table with some urgent need to be a 
Chatty Kathy scolded me... 

“You are a talkative sort, ain’t ya?” 

First off, | didn’t know her, | didn’t feel even the slightest need to 
get involved in whatever adventure she had gotten herself into and 
secondly, | was enjoying a quiet, peaceful lunch and saw no need to 
entertain total strangers... 

Look. | am not rude but, | would rather not be forced to change my 
schedule to accommodate whatever needs she might be having, | 
was not looking for a friend and to be truthful | was not in need of 
a friend (in fact, | have more than a few that | would be willing to 
give-a-way...cheap...cheap...like for FREE!) and to be even more 
truthful, she looked like a granddaughter of all those foolish, all of 
them lost puppy tourists | use to run into, way back in my time 
when | was in Germany during the early 1970's. 

| learned early on my fellow Campers and | would beg you to please 
learn from my lifetime of disastrous and many times specular 


(world famous level) failures in dealing with specifically such 
situations and it might be a good thing to jot down in your personal 
travel journal... 

“Like any lost puppy, once you feed (help) them (the helpless, lost 
tourist), you can never get rid of them...You will quickly learn to 
regret you overt kindness in trying to help...” 

Another honest point for you to ponder (still taking notes?) 
especially when you are an elderly gentleman and a younger 
women, especially a stranger approaches you, it is not because she 
thinks that you are hot...l assume, that this would be similar advice 
for older ladies (can | use that term?) 

Nuff said??? 

If you find a young stranger who thinks that you are hot then, put 
your hand on your wallet (purse) and run like hell...be truthful, you 
are not Russel Crow... 

Are you? 

| thought not! 

Back to the Chatty Kathy, as | said, | am rarely rude unless pushed, 
so | looked over to her and boldly asked the waiter for the check 
and left the café at a steady pace with an occasional glance over 
my shoulder to see if anyone was following. 


a \ \ 4 . 
LAN Me 


In the atmosphere of full discloser, | might have jumped a fence or 
two while running in a panicked pace down through the back alleys 
leading back to the safety of my hotel fortress...with its thick walls 
and sound proof rooms. 

Arrived safety, dashed to my room and double bolted the door and 
turned off the lights. 

Never can be too safe! 
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This tale began where most of the best tales do...in a seedy little 
bar on the wrong side of the tracks...in this case, it was the seedy 
little bar in Nanking where | worked doing portraits of Tai Pan 
Mistresses at five francs per picture...always get paid in a good 
foreign currency instead the toilet paper, script that the National 
Government was trying to pass off as real money...why francs? | 
know what the franc is worth regardless of all the non-sense going 
on in Europa these days...anyway, it was the coin of choice just 
south of us in French Indo-China...that’s safe! 

It’s safe cause the Japs have no beef with the French...in fact, it is 
starting to look like they have already chewed off more than they 
can handle here in China...technology and better guns will get you 
only so far...how many bullets do you have? The Chinese have ten 
times that in people that these Nationalist political, Tai Pans don’t 
mind throwing into the meat grinder of what they are already 
calling World War 2. 

Personally, | had my fill of World War in the first one and only by 
some sheer chance...a wink from old lady luck, a node from my cut- 
rate protective angel or that half-ass bet with someone who might- 
or-might-not have been the devil in that blood drenched trench in 
Northern France...and, | survived more or less in one piece... 


Sorry for venting...| still wake some nights a hear that damn 
Colonel’s whistle (which meant we were going over the top of the 
trench and out into the certain death of no-man’s land...) 

but, that isn’t what | meant to write you about. 

As | said...| wished that | had made up this story as it is the best 
that | have heard in recent times and it appears to be true or as 
true as any such tales could be. 

Given the parties involved, | would venture that it is more true than 
not and | should know Claudie and | made a living in old Siam (for 
quite a while) coning rubes fresh off the boat with these tales of 
lost treasure hidden far out in some secret jungle location that only 
we and a handful of other knew about...so, |am a great judge of 
these tails. 

What was different is that there is no con, no lost treasure but 
what seems to be nothing more than honest-to-god archeology — 
like all those Nazis who filter in and out of Tibet...remember, | told 
you about how those guys are a strange lot, real secretive and 
totally lacking what my English Chum calls a civilized sense of 
humor. 

| caught pieces of the original conversation, they were talking 
about pyramids and underground caverns out in the wilds of the 


Gobi Desert in what that called the lands of the “Ughers” or 
something like this. Pyramids? 

This isn’t Egypt! 

So | tried to get a booth close enough to hear more. The 
conversation was heated as their voices raised on certain 
disagreements and from that you know that people are usually 
talking the truth in such cases. 

They were debating on how to go further and how to secure the 
correct digging permits from the local Nationalist Government (or 
what little of there was left of it in Nanking). 

| was fascinated by the conversation but, smartly | hung back just in 
case this was some scan and that did cross my mind...so | said 
nothing or even gave them a clue that | had heard anything. 

Still it was a great story that sparked my interest on many different 
levels...even if it was a con...it was a great con and one that | should 
commit to memory...future reference... 

NO! We (Claudie, Seine or me) are not getting back into that 
business...besides, it doesn’t normally work here cause everything 
in ancient...everything from the buildings to the trains and not to 
mention what they humorously call electrical power here in 
Nanking. 


| followed the conversation on or off for about thirty minutes and 
would have continued till that old Tai Pan General brought all three 
of his mistresses into the club and was commanding that | do a 
portrait of each of them. Got to make money! 

By the time | got back, they had packed it in and had left the club. 
You know that how truly crazy | am about lost cities and forgotten 
history. Remember that book you bought me in the flea 
market...there in Paris...the one about Atlantis by that American 
Congressman who wrote about how close the Egyptian and Mayan 
Languages where... must have read that book ten times in the 
passing year...besides the very success rat races that Claudie and | 
ran in the trenches, there wasn’t very much else to do other than 
hiding from dead and the Colonel’s Whistle. So, you know that | 
wasn't going to let this story go so easily as that. 

| talked to Chief Chaing...remember, he is the really funny Chef who 
had trained in Paris and he was a good guy to be on terms with as 
he has a direct connection with the Nationalist Government — | 
think his brother and a couple of his distant cousins we highly 
placed in the government. In fact, Chaing told me that his brother 
had fought the foreign devils in the Boxer Revolution (that freed 
China) and rode to the right hand side of General Sun Yet Zen... 


the funny part of this story was that was through his brother’s 
connects that he could go to Paris to study cooking...graduated first 
in his class and had a wonderful little club in Peking until the 
Japanese Invasion. Funny how everyone had a different path but, 
that we all ended up here in Nanking. 

Anyway, | asked him about the two elderly gentlemen and | told 
you how funny he was, he looked me dead in the eye and said 
“everyone here is an elderly gentleman...young men can’t afford 
the fine dining that his club offered...” 

| told him that might be true but, | was referring to those two 
portly, English Gents wearing pit helmets. 

He thought for a minute and said “AH Yes! Those poor tippers who 
were bothering his good Tai Pan Costumers with their loud 
discussion...” 

Grabbing his shoulders, | cheered in “Yes! Those gents...where did 
they go and what do you know about them?” 

He said that they were some kind of professors from some 
University in England, which one he didn’t remember even though 
they had told him. 

They had been town for a couple of days and seemed to have taken 
a liking to his club, they always paid in good English Pounds but, 
were very poor tippers... 


“that’s why the girls let them be...so they sit there in the back 
booth arguing with each other...several times a day...” 

Besides that, he told me that they were staying in the same hotel 
as US... 

Who would? 

Rudy runs a good ship! 

| am still checking them out but, | have made up my mind that | 
wanted to hear the whole story... 

Just think? 

There might be pyramids and lost cities out in the desert wilds of 
Western China... 

Very interesting and very far away from the ever enclosing pinchers 
of this new, world war. 
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http://www.youtube.com/user/fredgwest1999 
OVER 7 MILLION VIEWS.... 


At Day Trip Tours, we can turn simple sightseeing into an artistic, 
bold adventure, all at a most reasonable price... 

Simple vacations at Disneyland can be quickly turned into a vivid 
spy adventure or a mystery novel... 

With you, out in the very center of the action... 

Or maybe, you just want simple fotos turned into art... 

Do you get the girl? 
It’s simple... 
Pay-to-Play, Star! 
You decide! 


SUPPORT A GREAT ARTIST 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

1973 — 2043 CE 

= = FOR INFO CONTACT US @ 
http: //www.dailymotion.com/group/DAYTRIP_ TOURS fredgwest1999@yahoo.com 


